
 
This is a portrait of the lives and adventures of Eileen 

and Trevor Wicks, and is a compilation of pictures, 
photos and text. We sorted through thousands of old 

photos and slides. Some of the most memorable 
pictures have helped us recreate a snapshot of our 

adventurous life.  
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This book was originally assembled as a computer Power Point 

presentation. I was almost finished when I had the idea of making it into a 
printed book.  The layout  for a screen presentation is different than a book 

so the binding  and some of the margins and are not even.  
 

Thanks to Sharon,  Myrtle, and Harry for checking  the spelling and 
grammar. 
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There are so many stories that it would take several books to recount the 
numerous escapades and adventures we have experienced along the way. 

We hope you enjoy this summary of many key moments of our lives.   
 



 
Eileen and I were born and raised in England. Both of us were working 
full time at 15 years old. The traveling and adventures stared early with 

the inspiration to venture to Canada.  This opened a new window on our 
lives. We started in New Brunswick on the East Coast, and now live 5,850 

kilometers West on Vancouver Island. 
 

More than 26,000 days ago we started a journey, and are pleased to be 
able to recount important moments of time along the way. 

 
We often acknowledge how grateful we are for the good fortune our 

chosen path has taken us. Now we are content to live a simple life in one 
of the most desirable places in the world. 

 



My name is Eileen 
Oliver and I was 
born on January 
3rd 1948, at my 
home at 7 Priory 
Court in North 
Cheam, Surrey 
England. 

At the age of 7 or 8 months old, I set 
off on my first adventures heading for 
the wide open spaces. 

#7 Priory Court,  



My parents were Joan and Gil Oliver 
and I had an older sister Christine 

Christine and I 
dressed up in 
nice beige jackets 
that Mum made 
for us; she was 
good at 
dressmaking. 
I remember 
having to stand 
still and not 
really wanting to. 

At around 2 years 
old, I remember 
having to be careful 
because the road 
out front of our 
house was busy with 
traffic. 



As a toddler I was confined to the small yard. I was 
always wanting to climb the wall and play beyond it.  

When I was little, 
our family 
 ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǿƴ ŀ ŎŀǊΣ 
but many people in 
our neighborhood 
travelled on the 
bus. We liked 
collecting the 
tickets that people 
had left behind. 

Dad bought a motor bike and sidecar for family 
trips. The picture shows Christine and I, and two 
of our cousins from Yorkshire. 



North Cheam was about 60 kilometers from the 
seaside resort of Brighton, on the south coast. 

A day trip to the beach by 
train or on the motor bike 
was a real treat.  

This is where I 
started my hobby of 
collecting rocks. 
 

The pier at Brighton was always a 
good place to have some fun, 
with entertainment and side 
shows. 



At 7 years old I joined 
the Brownies and my 
sister was in the Girl 
Guides. I still have some 
of the badges we 
earned at skills training. 

Dad used to get some free tickets to the pantomime 
or the circus. I was soon in training to be a performer 
with Uncle Tony and Chris. 

I spent hours in the saddle on 
an ass.  Look no hands!! 

  



Cheam Park 

There were two large parks close to Priory 
Court, so a walk or short bus ride, 
provided an opportunity to run and play   

I learned to swim at an early age and always 
enjoyed a chance to splash at the beach and in 
Cheam pool. 

  



My Dad had an adventurous life. He was 
sent to sea at the age of 13, with his initial  
training on a sailing ship. This picture taken 
in South Africa in 1931. He traveled around 
the world in the merchant navy. 

My Mum worked in the London Fire 
Service where she met Gil after he 
was discharged from the Navy 

L ƘŀŘ ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 5ŀŘΩǎ 
travels, which inspired a spirit of 
adventure in me.  

Dad told me about tribesmen in Africa loading 
freight and chanting into the night; many of them 
had never seen a white man before. In Australia he 
worked on the Sidney Harbour bridge. He also 
sailed into New York and Vancouver. 



I started elementary school when I was 4 
years old and was excited because I was 
ready to learn. I found it was very 
regimented; we had to line up, be quiet and 
we were disciplined if we misbehaved.  
We all wore uniforms which were a dark navy 
gym slip with white shirt and a coloured tie - 
which changed depending on which team 
you were in.  My team and tie were red.  

I did quite well at 
reading, writing, 
and arithmetic. The 
academic subjects 
were supplemented 
with singing, 
country dancing and 
outdoor playground 
activities.  
 

This photo was taken when I was about 8 years old. 



My grandmother lived in Balham, close to the center of London, and we visited 
her often. Both my Mum and my Nanna made ladies hats, to make extra money. 
I can remember taking them into the big city to be sold in stores. 

As a young child it was an 
adventure travelling on 
the bus and underground. 
I can remember seeing 
the remnants of buildings 
and people badly injured 
from the 2nd world war. 



In the city, we would play with 
children from many nations. Hop-
scotch, skipping rope, and tag were 
favourites.  
 

My friends father worked in a big office building in London, and my Mom took me there 
one day. It was a tall tower, and it was the first time I can remember going up an 
elevator in a high rise building.  We could see all across London, and the River Thames. 

I had a old lady friend 
in Cheam, she was a 
single Jewish lady. 
I would visit her often 
because she lived next 
door. I called her 
Ψ[ƛǘǘƭŜ [ŀŘȅΩ 



Around 1958 my Nana and her 
partner Claude moved more 
than a hundred miles north 
east into the county of Norfolk. 
They moved into one half of 
Black Cottages in Ellingham in  
to the river Waveney valley. 

The old cottages had no 
running water, sewer, or 
electric power, for some 
time. The outside toilet 
had to be emptied by 
bucket until about 1970. 

A year or so later one of these cottages became our new home. The cottage was 
small; our family lived in the left half. Dad still worked on the London fire 
department, and was only able to drive to the country once in a while. It was tough 
for Mum to find work and raise us two girls, mostly on her own.   



I was 9 years old when we moved to the country, quite a 
contrast from living in the city. Ellingham is a farming 
village, with the flat river valley at our back door. Midway 
between the towns of Bungay and Beccles, the pretty 
countryside offered endless opportunity for adventure 
and exploration. 

Next door to our cottage was a small very old 
farmhouse with a sweet old couple that I used to visit. 
Collecting eggs and helping in the kitchen was 
something new for me and I learned lots about country 
life. The Locks Pub was down across the marshes, it 
used to flood most years when the river backed up. 

Similar cottage 

Picking the sweet 
smelling primroses 
and wild violets is 
one of many 
childhood memories. 


